CLOWNS

the silence. We stared, we waited, another
miraculous movement, self-determined, and the
caverns of glory deepened again ; till at last, at
a height and a distance that seemed immeasurably
great, the glowing heart of the scene was revealed,
and there, a wonder for which all this had been
the ritual preparation, guarded by all the multi-
tude of forms in that enchanted confusion of
lights, was the Fairy, the Goddess, erect and
immobile, beautiful beyond human hope, type of
all the lovely inaccessibilities of childhood, type
still of all those of later life. Of that the Trans-
formation Scene was symbolical; it symbolised
also the passage of mortal things. At each
change, each stage, which seemed as though it
must be the last, yet was not the last, the heart
was charged with expectancy, longing for more;
yet cried with the perpetual accent: " Stay,
fleeting moment, stay 1 " And when the final
revelation had been made, it seemed no longer
there than vanished ; there was no time to absorb
the essence of it; and in so going it was like all
things poignant in their evanescent beauty, sun-
sets, and the petals of the cherry tree, falling stars,
and the leaves of the willow, the bloom of youth,
and life itself.

What, in our sophistication, should we recover
if we saw the very thing again ? Nothing, very
likely: we should see a cumbrous structure of
tinsel and canvas, tawdry lights, and fleshy women
in absurd costumes. When we regret it, it is
our own youth that we regret; and we make an
error if we think that the young now are not
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